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Part | 


Author's Notes: 

| freely admit I've not been in a recording studio since the late 40's and | was very hungover at the time. | 
have zero expertise at sound engineering so please forgive any obvious clangers. 

None of the below actually happened, it is all my imagination 


Clean, no sex, part one. 


Click. Sleep crusts my eyes as the desk resets to begin again. Another take, another run at this track, another 


mug of coffee. 
2I5am on the clock. They really didn't know when to quit. 


Quiet laughter and flexing stretching muscles, pressing the comms button on the desk, to take my voice into 


the booth. 


As a recording engineer | expect to work long hours. 


As a female recording engineer | have to live with working those hours, and more, without a whisper of 


complaint. 

Still, it was worse when | was young, at least | get patronised less. One benefit of age at least | guess. 
So | ignore the clock, swig back that mouthful of lukewarm coffee and put on my best wide awake voice. 
"Ready to go again chaps?" 


Luckily for me, tonight's band is Iron Maiden. They've been in all week and | must've done something right 


because they requested me. 


Steve mentioned something about my previous work on other bands and | almost hugged him for recognising 


my hard work. Managed to hold myself back though. Professional and that. 


I've been hooked by their music from the word go, especially as a British expat living in LA, and when | heard 
they were in town recording their last album, | begged a spot as studio assistant, despite being much more 
qualified, but spent more time in the kitchen making brews than at the desk. 


| still managed to get to know them, and felt less star struck when | met them this time, than | would've done 


going in cold. 


Also in the studio was the ever present Rod, hovering about behind me. He now stepped forward to speak to 
the band on comms, giving them shit in his tasty Yorkshire way. 


When he's finished | start the tape. The recording light comes on in the booth and we're away. 


Its a lot of concentration and often | wish | could just sit back in the ratty swivel chair and listen. The sound 
is gold on gold, Bruce's voice pouring out of him, the guys on their guitars, the two lines twining round each 


other, the phenomenal bass just powering away underneath like an engine and Nicko driving the whole thing on 


with that bass pedal. His foot must be ready to drop off. 


| move expertly over the dials and faders, giving a lift to a certain section, smoothing out another, gently 


elbowing Rod out of the way as | go. 
They make it to the end this time and Rod actually seems pretty pleased. We run it back to them in the booth 


and | try a few adjustments as it plays, watching their faces to get a feel for how much longer this might 
take. 


The way they work is unique, playing the whole thing together, live, which means the album sound is equal to 


the gig experience, but also means nobody gets a break. 


They look pretty wired, and although I'm assured that no substances except coffee and adrenaline are 


consumed, | recognise a pinprick pupil when | see one. 
The track plays out and there's a pause. Rod is at my elbow. 


"Take a break lads, come back in ten" he tells them smartly, and they drift off, stretching and reaching for 


cigarettes. 


My studio assistant holds up a rollie too, and | see in his face what was in mine the first time | sat in this 
room with them. | wave him out, smiling, for his ten minutes of fan time, and then turn to Rod, who is now 


sat on the couch at the back wall of the small studio. | sit too, resisting the urge to spin the chair. 


"Right." he begins, leaning forward. And so begins a lecture on sound engineering, what to listen out for, how to 
deal with a band, how to deal with HIS band, and a few other choice suggestions. 
I've heard all this before, and | usually smile and nod and carry on as usual, sometimes, if really have to, | will 


bring in a male colleague to say what I've been saying so it can finally be agreed on, but | try not to. 
On this occasion though, I'm not in the mood. Rod is abrasive and priggish, and l'm bloody tired, 


"Right" | say, mirroring his opener. "I've been doing this a long time now, and, ok, I'm aware I'm not the most 

experienced, but | am bloody good, and, in case you forgot, | was requested by "your band". | also know that | 
wouldn't be here unless you'd agreed to it too, and getting paid a fair bit too, but please, if you think you can 
do better, please feel free to save yourself a few quid and get stuck in" 


There's a moment of silence as Rod blusters and then applause from behind me in the booth. The guys have 
returned, either that or they never left, and have heard all of my little rant over comms. 

| resist the temptation to turn around and instead enjoy the conflict on Rod's face, storing it away in my brain 
for the next time | run up against him. 

"So, are we happy to continue?" 


He nods curtly and | nod back. Then (and with just a hint of triumph) | spin round in my chair and we go again 


Its around 330am when we finally get that track down and everyone is seriously flagging. Adrian requests a 
fag break and | use the time to go to the loo and make another coffee. 


In the toilets | run cold water over my wrists and rub the back of my neck with it too. | think I'm beyond tired 


anyway, and my face tells me so. 
I've long since given into the grey hair, and keep it cut short. Lines spread out from the corners of my eyes, 
and metal shines in my nose and ears. The youth of those guys in there seems a long way away, and although 


I'm only IO years older than Nicko, who's the oldest, | feel like their friendly aunt. 


| briefly wonder if men consider this shit, before shaking it off and heading round to the kitchen 


Steve is slumped on the sofa in the common room, scribbling in a notebook. He looks up when | come in. 
"Jo, l'm sorry about Rod, he can be a fucking prick sometimes." 

"Don't worry about it. | was far from professional talking back to him like that. | don't usually lose my shit 
with people | promise." 

He nods and smiles. 

"Rod has a way with people." 

" l'm happy as long as you're happy with me doing the job." 

"l'm happy with you Jo, WE'RE happy with you. You know me, | speak my mind." 


He certainly does. But it never comes across as prickish as Rod. 


| make a coffee and chat to him, relieved at his response, about what he's after for the next track, make a 


few notes and then get up to go back down to the studio. 


Out in the corridor | crash into Adrian coming out of the toilets, hastily wiping traces of white powder from 


his nose with the back of his hand, sniffing heavily. 

Steve's ahead of us with his nose in his notebook but | see the look of fear in Adrian's face, fear at being 
discovered. We look at each other for a moment, his tired blue eyes at once warning and pleading, and then 
he's gone. 


It's none of my business. 


Is it? 


We work til 5 and | keep an eye on him, chewing gum furiously, chatting very uncharacteristicly in between 


takes. A few eyebrows are raised but no comment is made. 


| know from experience that he won't be sleeping when he gets home, and, as Rod has booked them in again 


this afternoon at 5 until undisclosed, not tonight either. 


| watch them pack up and then get chatting to Rod and Steve about what they want to get done in the next 


session , so when | go to get my coat, he's gone. 


| almost ask Steve if he's aware of what's going on but something stops me. Adrian's good, a natural guitarist, 
and Steve is the type to frown hard on drugs. | don't want him losing his job if | can help it. 
| lock up the building and yawn in the morning sunlight. 


| drive straight home, getting there just before 6, and creep into the flat. Everyone's asleep, and | stick my 
head into my daughter's room to sneak a look at her. She's Il now and thinks I'm much less than cool so | don't 
get much chance to gaze at her while she's awake. 

Sara the baby sitter is asleep in my bed, the wonder. | think again how lucky | am to have her, before going to 


have a shower. 
When | get out, wiping toothpaste from round my mouth, Sara's up, yawning and making coffee in the kitchen 


"Morning Jo." she's smiles. 

"Morning. You're an angel." 

| get my purse and count out what we agreed plus $20. She raises her eyebrow but knows better than to 
argue with me. 

"How's it going?" 

"Well, | have to be honest, it's bloody fabulous to be working with them. | was shitting it a bit when Brian told 
me Steve had requested me, but | reckon it's going well” 

"Do you want me again tonight?" 

"Yes please love. They're not booked in til Spm so I'll pick Izzy up from school if you could meet us here. I'll do 
dinner." 


"No problem. Ooo, here she is now." 
Izzy shuffles into the room and walks past both of us to push two slices of bread into the toaster. 


‘Morning my love." | stroke her hair. 
"Muuuummmm" she complains, but turns to give me a brief hug. Worth all the complaining in the world. 


Sara has coffee and breakfast with us and | drop her off before 
taking Izzy to school. 


Back at the flat | pull a lasagne out of the freezer, get into bed and try and get some sleep, but | can't get 
Adrian off my mind. That look in his eyes in the corridor, and the guess that he's out of his depth, make me 
decide to try and get him to one side later tonight. 

| wake up at three thirty, go for a quick run, and then set off to work. 


Rod is already there, and behaving much better, almost apologising in fact. 


The band arrive around ten minutes before five, and go straight into the studio, all except Bruce, who's 


striding the corridors, warming up his voice. 


Nicko puts his head round the door and asks to hear part of what he'd done last night, playing along on the 
arm of the couch as it went. 


Adrian looks like shit, and | watch as Dave takes him to one side, and the transfer of a little packet from one 


hand to the other. 
Great. | glare at the back of Dave's head. 


We're ready to start when Adrian announces he needs a piss, and shrugs off his guitar, placing it gently in a 


stand. 

"Sounds like a good idea actually lads, back in a sec." 

| go out after him and stop him outside the kitchen 

"Um, just bob in here with me for a minute will you?" 

He looks at me warily, and then follows. 

"Thanks." | begin 

"Now, | appreciate this is none of my business but what you're about to take won't do you any favours. It 
looks like you've managed it so far this week and I've not said anything to Steve or Rod but | think you should, 
if you need help getting shot of it that is." 

His face is calm, but when he speaks his voice is angry. 

"Yeah it is none of your bloody business, you're right on that. 

Its under control and | can quit when this album's done." 


He starts to leave the room and | grab his hand, and drop it immediately when he spins round. 


‘Sorry! Sorry! Look, are you getting any sleep? | can make sure the studio isn't available tomorrow, if you need 


the time." 


This is a ridiculous promise, and we both know it. His expression shows the truth of this, along with a shot of 


dark humour. 

"Don't be daft Jo." he mutters, walking out and slamming the door. 

| go through the whole palaver of going into the toilet, looking at myself in the mirror, flushing the loo. | really 
hope I've not overstepped the mark and fucked this up. It's one thing to give lip to the manager, quite another 
to get involved in their personal lives. 


| get myself together and go back into the room. 


The session's a mess. Adrian's all over the place, we barely get a thing done in four hours and Rod knocks it on 


the head at IO o clock, steaming gently. 


He stalks into the studio and, although | switch off the comms | can hear him raging at them. 


To give him his due, he doesn't single anyone out, despite it being clear that it's Adrian who's the weak link 
tonight. He burns all their arses and sends them home to sleep. 


| sit in the chair for a while and have a word with myself. What if your interfering messed him up tonight? 
What if he thought no one knew? Ok, you're a parent, but you're not HIS parent. Do your job and stay out of 


it. Draw a line under it and start fresh tomorrow. Be a fucking professional. 


As it's still early, | decide to start now and stay late and work on what we've done so far, finally getting that 


chance to just sit back and enjoy the raw power of the music. 

| isolate each track and listen closely. Bruce's carries the head on energy of him. | can hear his hair flying and 
crazy smile. 

Next is Nicko's. Once | thought | was a drummer and | try and keep up with him on the edge of the desk. | last 
about thirty seconds. 

| slide up the volume on Adrian now. Listening to him play is an absolute pleasure, and | tune into the 
intricacies of what he does best. Despite today's rocky patch, he's absolute genius. Just the kind of sound we 
do this job for. 


I'm laying back and enjoying the solo from the track we finished last night when there's a knock on the glass. | 
pretty much jump out of my skin, the chair tipping back and almost dumping me onto the floor. 


When I've recovered myself | look up to see Adrian there, smirking at me. 


| stop the track and go through to the booth, trying to pull myself together. The fear of crossing the line 


shoots back into my mind. | wonder what he's going to say. 
"Hey Adrian, what's up?" 


Now we're closer | can see the smirk is a twist of fear, his face pale and sweating. He's hugging the tops of 


his arms, his jaw clenched and his shoulders up round his ears. 
"What's wrong? What's happened?" 

My hand goes out to him automatically. 

"Can you help me Jo?" 


The deep, gruff voice, pure east end, has a tiny tremor in it. 


| don't get a chance to reply, the words are pouring out of him. 


"| was a dick before, l'm sorry, you were just tryna help, | know that. It's just. got back to the hotel yeah and 


went to practice but I'm all over the place, | can't play. | went to see Dave but he's gone out and | can't tell 
the other guys, no one else knows. | didn’t know who else to go to. | was gonna go to the hospital, but what do | 
say? So | just got in a taxi and the guy was looking at me funny and | couldn't breathe and | just told him to 


come here." 


His eyes are wide and filling with tears, although he's trying his best to push them away with the back of his 
hand. His breathing is short and | can see he's starting to freak out properly. 


There's no one else in the corridor, it's down to me. 

"Is it the speed?" 

He nods. 

"Ok, come on then, you're going to be fine.” 

| take his hand and bring him down the corridor to the kitchen. He's trembling and gasping for air so | get the 
windows open and stand him in front of them, taking deep breaths of the night and encouraging him to follow 
me, making a big pantomime of it. 


| keep my eyes on his and he starts to breathe more easily, his hands relaxing on the windowsill. 


| root through the fridge but there's nothing useful in there, so | just grab a clean mug and fill it with cold 
water, bringing it to him and getting him to sip it as much as he can. 


"Ok love, thats better. Now, how much have you had, and have you had anything else?" 
He sips again and takes another breath. 


‘Only a couple of grams, nothing else with it. Just to get me through this album. Im so tired, this isn't me, 
drugs, it's not me, I've never done it before this, | just.l'm scared" 


| take his hands, putting the mug down on the windowsill. 


"IFs going to be fine. You'll get through it. All we need to do is get you back to your hotel and just wait for it 
to run through you. It'll soon wear off." 

| can't go back to the hotel Jo." He raises his voice again but not in anger. "Sorry, | just can't be by myself, 
and you can hardly come up with me can ya? What if something happens? What if | have a heart attack? Or a 


stroke and | can't play any more?" 


He's shaking again, his fingernails digging into my palms. 


| make a quick decision. | know that | need to get him out of the studios. If they see him like this.. 


"Ok ok, how would it be if you came to my place? I've got a very comfy couch, and a great view of the hills. | 


can keep an eye on you, you'll be back on your feet in the morning.’ 
His breath is shallow and that grey colour is back 


"C'mon, | don't bite. My daughter loves you guys as much as | do and you'll be helping me score some cool 


mom points." 

He laughs, a harsh cough of sound, but its a laugh, and his shoulders come down a bit. 
‘Is that a yes?" 

He nods quickly. 

"Ok, great. Let's go and shut everything down, lock up and then we'll go.’ 


He hovers in the corridor, fingers flexing, jaw working. | find some gum in a drawer in the studio and he stuffs 


it in gratefully, hopefully saving his teeth. 


My car is round the back and he slips into the passenger seat, tense and skinny, and we start to drive, 
watching the late night sights of LA scroll past the window. 


Now we're in the car and moving, l'm starting to worry again. 


This is definitely none of my business. If | called Rod, which | should, he probably has a private doctor or can 
get one, not that this needs a doctor, but this guy, this guy is part of a really big band, a really big band that 
I'm just lucky enough to have in my workplace for a few weeks, not my friend, or my kid, or my significant 


other. | glance sideways at his shadowy profile next to me. 
If | take this guy in and something happens...fucking hell. 


Suddenly a horn is blaring in my ear. An eighteen wheeler roars by the left side of my car, inches away from 


my head, driver screaming at me from his cab. 


"Fucking hell Jo!" | yell, now hyper aware of what's around me. 


Now you nearly killed him, and yourself. | pull over. A glance to my right and he's staring at me, eyes wide in 


the dark car. 


"What happened?" 
"Terrible driving by me! Sorry, | wasn't paying attention. Thinking about you. mean, what's best to do with 
you..oh for fucks sake!" 


| start laughing, leaning my head on the wheel, adrenaline making me shake and laughter suddenly pouring out 


of me. 


He stares at me for a moment and then starts to laugh too, a wonderful dry sound, which just makes me 


laugh more, tears rolling down my cheeks, stomach aching. 

Eventually | manage to pull myself together, and put on my best gameshow host voice. 

"Is this car really the safest place for you right now?" 

"Possibly not, but | really don't want to be by myself Jo. | promise | won't tell anyone, | won't let anyone find 


out. | don't want anyone to know what l'm doing do |?" 


He's serious, and very certain 
"Right, then let's do this!" 


| manage to make it to my place without killing anyone, and park outside. It's 130am and all the lights are out. 


We sit for a moment, listening as the engine cools and ticks. 


Once inside | install him in the living room, and go to check on Izzy and Sara. They're both asleep but Sara stirs 


and sits up as | pull blankets and pillows out from the cupboard. 


"Jo, what time is it?" 

"About half one, we finished early. 

We've got another guest, I'll explain in the morning, but just in case you bump into him on the way to the loo." 
She raises her eyebrows at me in the dark. "Him eh?" 


"Its nothing like that, thank youl" | reply, grinning. 


When | get back to him he's looking out of the window at the dark hills, tracing the occasional car headlights as 
they wind around the roads up there. 


"You were right about the view." he says. 


"Gorgeous isn't it. | got this place before this part of town went crazy, just for that view." 

| lay out blankets and a pillow on the long couch, and throw some on the arm chair by the window for me. 
“Something to drink?" 

"Oh god yeah. I'd kill for a brew?" 

"Walk this way." 

He follows me to the kitchen and | make two big mugs of tea. 


"My brother sends it, every month or so. It's my secret stash." 


He breaths in the steam and smiles. 


In the living room I click off the main lights, leaving just the lamp on by the arm chair. Adrian on the couch, 


tea on the table next to him. 


"Do you know what time Rod's expecting you in the morning?" 

He shakes his head. 

"He'll probably ring the hotel. That'll be an interesting one to explain" 
"Tell em you went for a run" 

He chuckles again. 

"tll be a first" 

"New starts and all that." 


He nods, looking like he's actually thinking about it. 

We sit in silence for a while. It's comfortable. | start to drift off, staring at the lights on the hills, the 
adrenaline from earlier seeping away. 

"How'd you know what to do with me?" 

Its so quiet | think maybe I've dreamed it. 


"Hmmm?" 


| hope I've not been snoring. | sit up a bit. He's pulled the blankets over himself but is still sat up, legs curled 


under him. 


"You didn't freak out. How'd you know what to do?" 


"Someone did it for me once." 

| shift in my chair to get comfy. 
Silence. 

"What happened?" 

Deep breath. 


| was messed up, nothing like you, | was doing speed, smoking, drinking, the occasional bit of coke. Younger than 
you now, probably about I8 or 19. | was alone one night and | started to get the fear. | couldn't breathe, | was 
thinking whole lists of dark thoughts, pacing up and down, freaking out, the whole shebang. In the end | just 
went out into the corridor of my block and knocked on my neighbour's door. She was a mum, she was probably 
livid with me for waking her up, but she sat with me. Got some water into me, let me blather on about all the 
things | was terrified would happen, set me up on her couch. Her kids woke me up in the morning. | didn't die, | 


didn't have a stroke or anything else. She made me eat breakfast and packed me off back to my place. That 


was it." 


"Bloody helll" 

"And now you'll know what to do too." 

"Did you stop taking stuff?" 

"Ah, no, I'm afraid | didn't. Don't use me as a role model please." 

"Why were you taking stuff?" 

"Nothing so cool as finishing an album l'm afraid. It was just there. | was with a guy who drank and did drugs, 
so | drank and did drugs. I'm the peer pressure kid. Except | wasn't pressured. It was available and | chose to 
take it" 

"And what about now?" 


"Now? Nothing. Well, beer, wine, but not much. My hard party days are over." 


He thinks that's a giggle, | hear him huff into his blanket. 
After a while | think he's fallen asleep, and I'm just forcing myself up to turn off the lamp and check his 
breathing when | hear 


"Jo?" 
"Hmmm?" 


"What do | do about my fucking heart freaking out all over the place?" 
That tiny tremor in his voice is back. 


"It keeps skipping, it's going fucking wild. Fucking hell this is bullshit. What's going on?" 


"Hang on. l'm on my way. Its all normal. Don't worry." 


| get up and bring my blankets over to the other side of the couch. He grabs my hand, crushing my fingers. | 


fold my hand over his and squeeze. 


"You know what? | have always wondered about how you and Dave met" | start. 


"Is it really true you only started guitar because you saw him surrounded by girls at school?" 
A faint blush, and he ducks his head a little. 


"Well, um, yeah actually. We knew each other at school, and he was always noodling about in his guitar, sitting 
on walls, down the park, outside the chippy, and all these girls were always round him. | thought "that looks 
alright." So next thing he's convinced me to buy a guitar off him. Taught me a few things too." 

"Were you like a duo then? Like a bandit gang of guitarists. | love the thought of the pair of you hanging round 
together in a cloud of excited female flesh. Loads of swooning. Having to be revived with a bag of chips." 

"Yeah, well, it never really worked the same for me did it. Turns out it's not actually the guitar but that Dave 
is really good looking." He huffs out another laugh. 

"Oh | dunno, you're pretty damn good looking too. Guitars, meh, | was always a drummer girl, but | reckon you 


can stand up to Mr Murray any day, no problem. And your sound is awesome too." 


That blush again. | smile at him, the light picking up his blonde hair. 

The next thing | know he's kissing me. He lets go of my hand and reaches around my neck, pulling my face to 
him as he lifts himself on one elbow on the back of the couch. His lips are soft and hot on mine, his hand firm 
and strong at the back of my neck, his mouth tastes sour from the drugs. 


Oh my god. 


For a second.ok.maybe a bit longer than that, | enjoy it, closing my eyes, letting it happen, Then, a little 
reluctantly, | break it off, catching his hand and pulling it gently off my neck. 


"Oh shit, I'm sorry Jo, | didn’t, oh shit..." 
He's sitting back now, pulling his knees to his chest, head back staring st the ceiling. 


| sit there for a minute, I'm properly speechless now. | did NOT expect THIS to happen. 

He meets my eyes, | didn't know a person could go that red and | bet I'm not far behind. | know if he was my 
age, or vice versa, we'd be snogging each other's faces off. 

Instead | touch his shoulder, 


"IFs ok, look, c'mon, | liked it, very much. Its just not the best idea right now is it? Not the best of timing.” 


Plus I'm old enough to be your teen mother | added to myself, and | fully expect you to realise that in the 


morning. 

He huffs that laugh again. 

| brighten my voice, mum plus nurse. 

"How're you doing? Do you think you can get some sleep? Rod's going to be on your arse again tomorrow." 
He blows out a big breath and nods. 

"Ok, great. I'll be in that chair, gimme a shout if you need to. Anything at all” 


| almost give him a hug but stop myself, and go back across the room and turning off the light on the way. 
Pulling the blankets up to my chin | sit there in the dark. 


Ok! Well if nothing else, you've still got it girll 26 year old rock stars want to snog you, you can't be doing too 
badly. | tried not to wish | was 26, and failed. Tomorrow was going to be interesting. 


Part 2 


Author's Notes: 
As above, clean, no sex, dubious expertise, all my own imagination © 


"Uhhhh, mom! What the hell!" 

Izzy's voice in my ear, an urgent whisper. | jerk awa"Uhhhh, mom! What the hell!" 
Izzy's voice in my ear, an urgent whisper. | jerk awake. 

"What? What's wrong?" 


| see Sara in the doorway, grinning, and Izzy, in her school clothes gesturing with her head at the sleeping man 


in her living room. 

"Shit, what time is it?" 

| throw off the blanket, staring blearily at my watch. 

"Calm down Jo, its 130. | just suggested Iz might want to get dressed before she came through." 

| collapse back into the chair. 

"Thank you Sara. Ok, both of you, into the kitchen 

| hustle them through, put the coffee on and explain that Adrian had needed a place to stay last night so he 
was with us, just a one off, no big deal. 

Izzy's eyes are like saucers. Those cool mom points must be racking up. 

"Can | tell Jessica he was here mom, please??? ." 

"No sweetheart, sorry. You can tell her I'm working with the band, not a problem, but not that he stayed. 


People have a funny way of making more out of something than there is." 


She's silent but | know she's sensible and won't Tell. 


‘lm going to have a shower and get dressed. If work ring could you take a message?" 


In the bathroom | look at myself in the mirror. Tired and old and grey. Super sexy. 
| haven't been bothered about men for a while, | had too much trouble with them when | was young, and then 


work plus parenting took over, but something had been lit in me with this one. | squash it down and get in the 


shower. 
| hear the phone while l'm getting dressed and Sara answering. | grab a towel and an old radio station tshirt 
that doesn't look too feminine, and go through, finding all three of them in the kitchen, Adrian eating pancakes 


and Izzy and Sara staring at him. 


"Who was on the phone?" | ask. No reply. 
"Hello?" | laugh. "Any messages?" 
"Uh, yeah, right. It was Brian. Come in for 10." 


"Great. That gives us loads of time. Any more pancakes?" 


We eat and Izzy presses Adrian with questions and shyly asks for a guitar demo which he seems very happy 
to give. 

| keep myself busy trying not to analyse his glances in my direction and suggest he have a shower and then 
ring the hotel and talk to one of the guys to find out what the score was. 


"There's a spare toothbrush on the top, the red one. Give us a shout if you need anything else.” 
Once the shower is running Izzy and Sara are fainting all over the place. 

‘Oh my GOD Jo, he's gorgeous!" 

"Mom this is so cool, he's going to teach me guitar!" 

"Do you think he's single?" 

"Shhhh! He's coming back!" 


He pokes his head round the door, hair damp and brushed back off his face, wearing my tshirt. | press back a 


grin. 

"Managed to convince Dave | couldn't sleep and went out wandering.” 
He makes an OK signal with one hand. 

"We've got a meeting with Rod at 10, | imagine l'm in for it" 

"You can handle it.” 


I'd better get going then, get out of your hair.’ 


Izzy and Sara both jump up "Oh no, you're not in the way, mom, we can give him a ride, right?" 


‘Ok, but we'll need to go.." | check my watch "Now" 
Izzy leaps across the room, grabbing her backpack, races to the bathroom and cleans her teeth. 


"Ready!" she calls "come on, come ON!" 


"You'll have to come round more often, that's the fastest I've ever seen her move." 


Now it's Izzy's turn to blush. | hug her and we go out the door. 


We all pile into my car and set off, first to Izzy's school 
"Mom, can Adrian come for dinner one time?" 
| try to butt in and say he's too busy but he's already accepting 


"Uh, that'd be great Izzy, thanks. You got to practice that guitar though, so | can teach you something new." 
"Oh my god, | PROMISE!" 


We drop Sara next and | promise to let her know as soon as | know the schedule for the day. 

Now we drive towards the hotel, and | pull over a couple of streets away so he can walk in. It's 930, plenty of 
time to get there. 

My hearts thumping. What if he wants to kiss me again? What if he doesn't? | don't know what's worse. 

"So, here we are." 

| cringe at myself. 

"Yeah, here we are." 


He shines those blue eyes at me from under his fringe. 


"Don't feel like you have to come for dinner. | know you guys are busy. 


"No way, | really want to. Izzy is great. You're great.” 

| actually feel myself blush now. 

"Thanks. You're pretty awesome yourself." 

We look at each other. | see him swallow and | automatically do the same, and then start to smile, nervous. It's 
catching and he grins back, and then, once again, reaches up and slips his hand behind my neck, leaning in and 
kissing me again. This time | don't stop it. | don't want to. 


A few seconds more and he dips his head, smiling up at me, all teeth, looking very pleased with himself. 


I'd better go get my bollocking off Rod and Steve." 
"Go get em. They're not going to sack you, not with that sound" 


He knows it, and l'm pleased he knows it. He shuts the door and ducks back down through the window. 


"See you in the studio" 


"ll look forward to it" 


He gives a little wave and | watch him walk off towards the hotel. 


Sara's right, he is gorgeous. 


Date night 


Author's Notes: 
All my imagination. None of it ever happened. 


Rod announces on Saturday right that tomorrow will be an early finish, and Adrian is waiting outside after the 


session, sitting on the bonnet of my car, smoking and scribbling in a notebook. 


When he sees me, he slides down, excitedly announcing that he's free to come over for dinner, and what should 


he bring. 
"ll bring wine, d'ya like wine? | don't look like someone who likes wine do |? What does Izzy like?" 
Is this the same shy, blushing man from just a few nights ago? 


| tell him to just bring himself and everyone will be very happy, but he brings wine, and chocolate, and we eat 
lasagne and salad and talk music, and film and about London and the UK, and Izzy and Sara laugh at my English 


accent which now sounds cod after so many years. 


Adey also brought a guitar, and Izzy's eyes are shining as he plays along with her. Sara and | sit and watch 
them sat on the couch together, lz concentrating with her tongue out, Adey patient and encouraging, and 


obviously passionate about planting that little seed in a new musician's head. 


After a while Iz is trying to smother yawns, and Sara announces its IO o clock and she'd better go. | give her a 
drunken hug and she pokes me in the side, making faces back towards the living room. | obviously ignore her 


and she's laughing at me as she walks down the corridor. 


| hustle Iz into bed now, drowning out her protests by dancing her down the hallway, making her giggle and 
glare in equal measure. | sit with her til she falls asleep, a rare treat, and kiss her forehead once she is. 


Sitting by her bed, | can hear Adey playing guitar quietly, and singing something | can't quite catch. | stay quiet, 
my heart slowly calming down from the dancing, and listen It's so different from what | hear every day, 


bluesy, melancholy, his voice harmonising with the melody. 


| get up and creep down the corridor, standing outside my living room, listening to this new sound of his that | 
didn't know. 

| realise I'm nervous. Once | walk back into that room, something has to happen. ! know what | want but | don't 
feel in charge. | still can't quite believe what's happening. After everything, do | even know what to do 


anymore? 


He comes to the end of the song and | wait a moment and then have a word with myself and go in 
He's reaching for his glass which is almost empty. 
Its suddenly very quiet. 


"More?" | offer. 
"Why not." 


| lift the bottle and walk to him, pouring what's left between the two glasses. 


"| listened in on you just now, | hope you don't mind” 
"Mind? No. | do not mind." 


‘Its so different to what you play at work. I'd love to hear more." 


| hand him his glass but he puts it on the table and catches my wrist, putting his hand on my waist, pulling 
me closer, pushing my shirt up with his nose and laying a kiss under my belly button. 


| breathe out sharply, feeling a shock of pleasure go through me. 
| look down and he's looking up, checking, making sure he can go on. | don't move. He kisses again, and again, 


going from my stomach to my wrist, the palm of my hand, and back. 


| run my thumb over his cheekbone, sliding my fingers into his hair and round the back of his head, keeping 


him where he is. | feel his tongue stroke my skin, his mouth opening wider and heat filling me. 


My knees are going and | let them, kneeling in front of him and bringing his mouth to mine, letting our tongues 
meet, and taste each other, shifting my body forwards between his thighs, getting as close as | can 
For the longest time, we just kiss, exploring each other in ways we've not been free to yet. | feel his fingers 


follow the shape of my skull and the curve of my ear, twisting the studs and bars there. 


My hand goes over his shoulder and down his side, feeling the skinny shape of him, finding out where to touch 
him as he reacts with shifts and deeper kisses. 

| push myself up and he leans back, body open as | climb onto him, sitting across his lap, tilting his head up to 
keep the kiss. 


His hands go round my hips, sliding over my behind and pulling me into him. Still we kiss, but we're getting 
hotter now, my body taking over from my safety conscious mind. My hands go to the gap where his tshirt 
has ridden up and lift it, pulling it over his head, bringing my hands back to his bare skin, tracing muscle and 
bone. He follows, fumbling to undo buttons on my shirt, breaking the kiss to bury his face in my neck, between 


my breasts, pulling me closer, shifting so bulge in his jeans rubs against me, now trying to find my zipper. 


"Mommmmeeeee!" 


Izzy's voice, still down the hall thank god. We both freeze, eyes meeting, waiting. 
‘Mom! Mom!" His hands slip off my waist as | stand up, pulling my shirt together and fastening buttons. 


She's already half asleep when | put my head round. 
| settle her back to sleep, and pause a minute in her room. Just a bad dream. The sound of a man in her home 


agai n. 


| wonder if he'll leave. No sex thanks to your girlfriend's kid. 


He's still there. 


"Is she ok?" 
"She's fine, thank you. Bad dream." 
| drop myself onto the couch. 


"The perils of being a parent. Nothing goes uninterrupted." 
"And you? Are you ok?" 


| look at him now, bare chested in my living room. 
"Um, yes, I'm ok. Why do you ask? Are you?" 
He nods and smiles. 


‘lm great, | just think this might be a bit fast for you. | mean, | started it and kissing you is great, but we 


can take it easy. Don't feel you have to shag me to keep me interested. I'm already interested." 


| have to swallow emotion, reaching for my wine glass, abandoned on the floor. 


"There's been a lot of times..! didn't think. didn't think a man could." 
"| ‘ope you're not lumping me in wiv uvver men" he jokes, pointing his finger. 


"No, no | don't think | could ever do that." 


And | tell him, | find myself just telling him, about the drugs and the men and the violence and Izzy's dad and 
how we ended up in LA and what | had to do to get the money. And he listens, opening more wine and just 


listening. 


"So | don't usually take chances like this. | don't let people get close to us, to me. I'm fine without, well, | tell 
myself that. I've been telling myself for about seven years now. I've got used to it” 


"Do you want me to go?" 


| look at him. This extraordinary man. | can't believe he isn't just having a good time before he flies back out 


of our lives. But then who'd choose to have a good time with me? 


But that little flame is burning now. 
| want him to stay. 


‘| want you to stay." | croak. 

He nods and smiles, and then starts to drunkenly nurse me instead, pulling me up and taking me to my room, 
putting me in bed, staggering off to the kitchen to get water, and then turning off all the lights, except one 
and getting in with me. 


"Let's kiss, only kiss." he mumbles. 


| meet his mouth with mine and that's just what we do. 


Alone at Last 


Author's Notes: 
All my imagination. None of it really happened. 


The banter continues around the table and I'm hoping no one has noticed I'm only using one hand to eat. 
Under the table, Adey's rough thumb is circling round and round my palm, sliding over the heel of my hand, 
caressing my wrist and then back to my palm. 


lm an absolute mess of arousal. 


Just the feel of his skin on mine, the promise of real time alone together later, no interruptions, the build up 


of all those snatched kisses. 


| glance across at him. He's happily chatting away to Bruce on his left, no sign of this affecting him. 


| need a moment and stand up, his hand slipping out of mine as | go. 


Because we're in this private function room, | have to search to find a place that isn't full of staff, but 


eventually | push open a door to a rush of cold winter air, and l'm out of the roof of the building. 


There's a garden, tables and chairs and a shuttered bar area. It's all in darkness but the lights of the city 
show me the way to the edge. 


| kind of wish | still smoked, this is the perfect spot for a fag in solitude. 
| think of Adey. My stomach flips. This week has been.different, amazing, dangerous. | can't even describe it. 


Since the other night he's been round every corner at work, pressing kisses into my mouth, running his fingers 


over exposed areas of skin, my throat, my neck, the inside of my arm. Gently gently. 


One evening he pulled me into one of the sound proofed vocal booths. The only light came through the studio 
glass, a faint glow from the corridor beyond, catching the side of his face, his blue eyes. We kissed, my back 
against the door, his body pressed on mine, hip bones digging in. | felt his hand slide under my shirt and his 
warm fingers run up my spine, pressing each bone as they went, then down again, his thumb curving up my 
rib cage, meeting my bra and easing under it. | could feel his hard cock against my hip, his weight pressing it 
into me. His other hand lifted my thigh and pulled me into him, his tongue in my mouth. 


"Oil Smiffy! Where the hell are ya?" 


Nicko's boom filled the room, like he was in there with us, and we both nearly hit the ceiling. 


| realised the comms for the booth must be on and Nicko in the corridor outside. 
Then his head appeared round the door and we both ducked down to the floor. 
"Fucking helll" | whispered. 

Adey started laughing. 

"Shut UP!" 

He pressed his mouth back onto mine, stopping us both from talking. 


Nicko must've wandered off, and | let myself out of the booth first, hurrying to the loo to make sure | didn't 


look a mess. 

When | got back Adey was casually leaning on the wall, guitar on and chatting to Steve. 

He was waiting for me outside work when we finished in the early hours. 

"We cannot be doing that again! We nearly got caught! tll be fine for you but absolutely NOT fine for me." 
He sheepishly agreed. 

"It was pretty hot though Jo.” 

| couldn't stop myself smiling. 

"Ok, ok, yes, it was very hot. No more though, not at work!" 

Now the albums finished, and they'll all be flying back to London, and home. 

| hadn't heard the door open and the touch of his hand on my shoulder made me jump. 

"Hey you." 

"Are you ok?" 

"I am, | just had to come out to cool down. You were driving me crazy in there, in a good way, | think | was 
starting to steam." 

He grins in the dark. 


"| missed you.” 


He touches my face, and then comes round to sit down next to me. 


"Are you ready to go?" 

| look at him blankly. 

"Now? Is it over? How long have | been out here?" 

He huffs his laugh 

"Hts not over, but lm over it. Come on, lets go. A party's a party but | won't get another one of you" 


He grabs my hand and pulls me up, and we walk out through the hotel and into the street. | think he'll have a 
car, but he steps out, arm up, and whistles, a cab peeling out of traffic and stopping next to us. 


"After you." 
He opens the door and | get in He gives the driver my address and we're off. 


Its still early evening and people are walking around, going out to eat, getting on buses, heading to bars. | 


barely see them. We're alone and close and no-one is going to walk in this time. 


| run my hand up his thigh and rest it in the crotch of his jeans, making him shift and bend in to kiss my 
shoulder. | turn my head to meet his lips, looking into his eyes, wanting to get down to it right here in the back 
of the cab. 


When we finally reach my place we pretty much tumble out if the car onto the street, handing the driver too 


much money, and racing each other up the stairs. 


We don't make it out of the front hall. | pop a button on his shirt getting it off, he pulls my dress up over my 
head and pushes me back against the door, kissing and kissing. His chest is smooth and pale, a trail of hair 
running down into his jeans, which | yank open, kneeling down to meet his cock as it appears, licking and sucking 
and swallowing it's heat, hearing him moan and gasp. He pulls me up before he cums, pushing my bra away to 


tongue my nipple, running his thumb over the one not in his mouth. 


"Are you ready Jo?" 
"So ready.” 

"Got a rubber?" 

"In my bag" 


Groping around for it on the floor. | pull one out of the inside pocket and he takes it, tearing the packet open 
with his teeth. 


| get a moment to take it all in, this beautiful half naked man in my hallway, blonde hair falling over his face, 
my own more naked body, leaning back against the door, one hand on his shoulder. And its good, it's all good. 


He gets it into place and looks up at me again, his eyes dark and narrowed with lust. | wrap my leg around his 
hips and pull him in, feeling his cock press at the entrance of my cunt, sliding in my wetness. | stand on my 
toes, lifting myself so it can get in, and he pushes forward and up, and we're fucking, finally, and | don't care 
who hears the banging and my moans as he pushes me hard against the door, his cock filling me up, his mouth 


on my neck, my lips, his voice in my ear 

"Fuck Jo, I'm gonna cum soon 

And me fucking back harder and faster, feeling his cock swell and watching his face as he starts to cum, his 
mouth open, head back, eyes screwed shut and the sound of him going over the edge and gripping my hips 
with his fingers as it takes him over. 

There's silence, just breathing as we cling together, sweat cooling on my skin 

"Your turn’ 


His voice is cracked. 


He leads me to my room again and we fall on the bed Watching him wriggle out of his jeans | pull off my 


underwear. 


Propping himself up on his elbow, his fingers trace my tattoos, kissing my skin every now and then, his breath 
warm on my stomach, my throat, my thigh. 


Now he moves, his body slipping over mine, his mouth over my hip, and kissing down to my clit, making me 
arch my back and grip the sheet as his tongue slides over me. It doesn't take long, with the softness of his 
hair on my stomach and his expert tongue, l'm soon biting my own fist to stop myself from crying out, 


cumming hard again and again. 


He folds me up in the sheets, kissing me again, and then falling back on the pillow, snoring in seconds. 


London 


Six weeks later | find myself at LAX, sweating and clutching a plane ticket. 
Izzy and two of my friends had come with me, after prodding me every day since the ticket had arrived. 


"I still miss you." he'd written in his spiky hand, "Come over." 
| don't think I'd missed out an emotion since. But it was fear that held me most. 


The last time | had stood in this airport was to say goodbye to him, only three weeks since that first night. He 


was sweetly incognito, jeans, shirt, sunglasses, lakers baseball cap. 

In the week since the wrap party he'd been my LA tour guide, taking me to all the places I'd never quite found 
time to visit. Cheesy studio tours, celebrity house spotting, eating at Mexican street stalls. We drove out to 
the forest, and up into the mountains. The Hollywood sign got a visit too, and we watched a lot of baseball. 


Iz learned more guitar in that week than in all the years previous, and | learned even more about trust and 


actual good sex. 

As we hugged one last time before he left, he asked me to please come and visit. 

The time before that had been different. 

Running. Getting off the plane with a crying four year old, one bag of her things, and the clothes | was wearing. 
Trying to hitch a lift into the city but no one would stop, ending up walking for hours and finally getting to the 
studio Brian used to run, but too late because he'd gone home for the night. Sleeping, or rather not sleeping, in 
the doorway until he arrived in the morning. Terrified that | wouldn't be good enough and he'd turn us out. 
Terrified I'd made the biggest mistake of my life. 


And now | was about to go back. 


| kept telling myself that Mark wouldn't be there. That it would be Adey who met me, all organised over the 
phone. 


My friends kept telling me it would be amazing and if | didn't go they would. 


So finally | told them all to shut up and | would bloody well go if it made them happy. And they said it did, so 


here | am. 


In my seat on the plane, | plug in headphones and press play on the tape Izzy made for me. "Relaxing Tunes!" 


she'd written in rainbow colours, with love hearts and clouds decorating the inlay. 


"Hey mom! It's me! You're on the plane now, and on the way to a big adventure! Yay! Have an amazing time! | 


love youl" 
| smiled, tears stinging my eyes. | wiped them away and kept listening. 
Izzy's voice "ok, say it now," 


Adey's voice. "Jol You did it! | thought | was going to have to come and get you myself. Enjoy your flight, I'll be 


waiting.” 

A pause. 

His voice, deep and soft. "I love you." 

And right then | knew it was going to be alright. 

Ten hours later | walked through the doors at Heathrow and burst out laughing. There was Adey, as he 
promised, ready to pick me up and squeeze me so hard | screamed. He'd also brought Bruce, dressed as some 


kind of sexy chauffeur, in a DJ, a drivers cap and the shortest shorts I've ever seen 


"Milady." he simpered, taking my bag. 


"Parker!" there were tears streaming down my face. 

We followed Bruce through the airport, his ponytail swinging, people leaping out of the way, staring. 

| couldn't stop him. Apparently it's an ambition of his." 

"l'm so glad it is. I've never had a chauffeur before, | feel very honoured that my my first one is him." 


"His driving is much saner than his uniform." 


It was, and we reached Adey’s in one piece, getting out while Bruce parked up. He stopped me on the doorstep, 


holding both my hands. 


"Ok, so | was going to make it a quiet one, just me and you, but then | thought, | want to see hard party Jo, | 


don't believe she's really all gone. Soooo0." 
The house was in full swing, people in every room, music and booze and drugs and probably sex too but | didn't 
find any till later. The band were there, and | got a wonderful greeting, hugs and kisses and Bruce lifting me 


onto his shoulders and nearly taking my head off on the kitchen door frame. 


"Put her down you bloody lunatic!” 
"No! We must joust! Saddle up Smiffy, choose your steed!" 


The decision was taken away from him by Nicko scooping him up and running out into the garden, followed by 


me on board Bruce, clinging on for fear of my life. Someone brought out cushions and we had to try and knock 
each other off, shrieking with laughter, getting very competitive, and then celebrating my awesome victory by 
being sprayed with beer. 


Luckily they soon got bored, and tired, of carrying people on them, dumped us on the grass and went back to 
charging at each other, pawing the grass like bulls and laughing their heads off. 


Bets were being made, with Bruce a long way ahead. 


“Ello love." Steve sat down on the ground next to me, passing me a beer. "Welcome to the mad ‘ouse" 


"Is bloody brilliant!" 
He nodded and grinned, his long dark hair covering the sides of his face. 


"We're usually very serious, | dunno if you've heard" 
‘Oh yes, very serious. Work work work. | heard the bassist is a right slavedriver.” 


| nudged him in the ribs. 
"Oi you, watchit!" 
Bruce was chasing Nicko with a bin lid now and the crowd was going wild, cheering on their choices. 


"You're making young Adrian very happy." Steve said in a low voice, leaning over to speak in my ear. 
"He's making me very happy too, Steve." 
"Glad to hear it. Look after him, he's important to me." 


| could see a real love in Steve's face as he looked past me at Adey, leaning back on his hands, watching the 
chaos, amusement lighting up his face. 
He must've felt the two of us staring because he turned his head. 


"What? What? What you two plotting, eh? Steve? Nah, | don't wanna know." 


He shook his head and returned his attention to what was now Bruce riding Nicko like a bull. 
| felt his hand creep over mine, and moved closer, tucking myself under his arm. 


It was Zam and the party was still going, people gathered in the big living room, slumped on sofas and across 
the floor, drunkenly discussing records and bickering over what to put on next. 

We'd danced and drunk and raced and danced some more and now Adey and | were on the couch. | was so tired 
| could hardly see, but so comfy | couldn't move. 


My fingers idly traced patterns on his thigh, and his did the same on the side of my neck 


"I need to go to bed" | admitted finally. "Party Jo needs sleep." 
"Party Jo gets what Party Jo wants." he murmured. 


He had to haul me out if the couch, and | giggled all the way up the stairs with him pushing me from behind. 
First door on the right you drunken animal." he puffed, giving me a shove. 


| fell against the door and it opened on Davey, spread eagled naked on the bed while two women kissed and 
nuzzled his body. 


"Evening revellers!" he waved, and the women didn't stop. 
"Do you mind, it's not a fucking peep show." 

Its my fucking bed Murray you arse." 

"Ooopsie!" 


We closed the door on them and stood in the corridor, speechless for a second, and then collapsing in laughter. 


"Dave you fucker!" Adey banged on the door with his fist. 


"That's me! Please come back later." 

lm weak with laughter and booze, half leaning, half sitting against the wall. | manage to haul myself up and 
grab him, holding his shoulders and pulling him close. 

"Now that's something Party Jo would be up to" | whisper in his ear. 


His eyes are wide and awake now, and so am |, arousal flooding my body from what we've seen and how turned 


on Adey looks . 

"Tell me more." he murmurs, wrapping his arms around my waist. 

Looking Davey in the eye the next day is interesting, especially with a screaming hangover. Adey mutters 
something about having to scrub his brain 

Only Davey and a couple of others are left from the party and the house is a sticky mess. 

"| can't be arsed with this today. Let's go out." 


We go for breakfast at a cafe on the street, piling in bacon and eggs and deep fried sausages. My body thanks 


me. 
"What you want to do today Jo-bear?" 
| jump at that. So does he. 


"Did that just come out? Oh god, do you hate it? You hate it don't you." 


| don't hate it. l.l like it. H's better than party Jo." 
"| like Party Jo. | knew | would" 

He reaches over the table to hold my hand. 

"I just want to lay in bed with you today. That's all” 


So we did. Ignoring the filth downstairs, we stripped the sheets and put on fresh ones and climbed in. All there 
was to see out if the window was trees. 

He pulled back the sheets from my body and asked about each tattoo. Some of them hide scars and | told him 
about those too. The beautiful rose hiding the cuts, the tiger wrapping her tail around a tear from a coat 
hanger. 

Some of them are just tattoos, a bee for the zzzz in Izzy, the one saying "dance" on my foot. 

| grabbed a pen and started to design some on his skin, a massive snake "for your knob" 


a sailor's love heart and anchor, a little bear. 


We kissed and joked, made love and slept. | lay awake and listened to people come and go, read part of a novel 
from the floor by his bed. | woke to him tracing my palm with his finger, and then to a tray of tea and toast 
with marmite. He played guitar and sang, and put on records he'd discovered at the embankment markets. 

All the time he was this serene, glowing presence, no furious energy like Bruce, nor my serious thoughtfulness, 


just this embodied calm. | felt it work on me, letting me undo and let go bad times like balloons. 
| always remember that day, it was one of the best of my life. 
The rest of the week flew, as of course it had to. 


A night dancing at a dive called The Pit with Bruce and Dave, a visit to the recording studio they used in 
London, a plush palace of velvet and leather. 

| met his friends, we walked and drove all over London. Nights were spent talking over pub tables, getting 
beaten at pool and winning at cards. 


| bought souvenirs and clothes and had to buy another bag to fit them in. 
And then it was Saturday night. 
My flight was at 8 the next morning. 


Adey kicked everyone out of the house and it was just us. We ordered Chinese and had a bottle of wine or two 


as well. 


| never liked talking about goodbyes, but he just got me to. 


How | would miss him, what we would do once I'd gone to get on the plane. When we could meet again 


"Rod's building the tour for the album. If it's a big one, we'll be in the states and | can come and see you." 
"Make sure he books a whole string of west coasters." 


"You should go down there. He likes you." 


"I don't think he likes me enough to book fifty dates in California 
Wine warmed my stomach. 


"Will we be ok?" 
"We will" 
"| don't want to leave." 


"Then stay. Bring Izzy." 


In that moment | want nothing else but to stay in this room forever, with him. He fumbles in his pocket and 
brings out a little box. 


"Don't worry, its not a proposal. | know you're not into that." 

He opens it and brings out a narrow silver band. 

"Look, it says A and J. You can wear it however you want. Or just keep it somewhere." 

It fits perfectly on my finger. 

| remember clinging to him at the airport, tears falling, making a right good scene. 

We hadn't slept and we had to do with a taxi instead of our chauffeur. 

They made the last call and | had to go. 

"Think about it Jo" he said, holding me and looking into my face. | nodded and wiped my eyes. 

The day they landed on the west coast, | was there, dancing across the tarmac. We spent days in bed. 
He'd call me on tour and we'd talk for hours, watching the stars spin above us. 

| sold the apartment in August and we landed in London on the first of September. Izzy started school and | 
got a job. We were absorbed into London once more. 


The tour finished in October and Adey came home. We were together. 


For a while at least. 


Final chapter 


Now I'm bl, | still think of her sometimes, wherever she is now, causing trouble somewhere | hope, with a load 


of other punk arse old ladies. 


| know she's been thinking of me, because she sends the odd note, a postcard from Vegas with Elvis on the 


front, a note from Sweden, a full length letter from New Zealand when she became a grandmother. 
To begin with | was embarrassed, annoyed even, that she would send these things. 


Fan mail, we get that of course, covered in hearts, or offers of blowjobs, declarations of undying love. But 
these are more personal, and that pissed me off. | had decide whether to tell Nat, or not to tell her. She knows 
about Jo of course, | told her the story of that night, how she helped me. 


So | did decide to tell Nat, but | don't tell her every time | get one. She sometimes asks what Jo is up to, and 
if | know, | tell her. 


She always writes that she doesn't expect a reply, and doesn't include an address. They always arrive on tour, 
c/o the venue, never to the house, and although | could probably find her if | tried, and ask her to stop, | 
haven't. 


ltd been a while, a year or more when this one arrived this morning. A letter this time, and | opened it, sitting 
in my hotel room eating breakfast, but it wasn't from Jo. It was from Izzy. | checked the envelope but it was 


definitely Jo's writing. 


"Dear Adrian," | read 

| used an envelope of mom's that | found as | hoped there would be more chance of you opening it if you saw 
her writing. | know she wrote to you a lot, and although you never replied, | hope you still think fondly of her. | 
know she did if you. 

Sadly, mom died, just over a week ago. 

| just found this envelope today going through her things. | guess she was in the middle of the letter inside, so 
| included it. I've not read it. 

| wanted to say thank you, as well, from me for being such a lovely man to me when | was a little kid, it was 
awesome having a rock star as a of dad. You were a great dad, | hope you know that. 

And thank you also for lighting up mom the way you did. | don't think you realise but you gave her a lot, so 
thank you. 

Sorry to do this in a letter, but | thought you should know. 

Best wishes to everyone, 

Lots of love, 

Izzy Boyd 

Ps: Aiden and Ty (my boys) are eagerly awaiting the next Maiden album, or perhaps another Dickinson/Smith 


collaboration (ya know ya want tol) xx Izzy. " 


| sat back, a weight in my stomach suddenly. She was dead. And poor Izzy. 
| thought about that exuberant eleven year old, how she took to London life straight away, it hardly took a 


year to get an east end twang. The pair of them, strolling down our street in the autumn sun. 


Then | remembered the letter from Jo, half written, that Izzy had included. As | picked up the envelope it slid 
out into my lap. 
| held it for a minute, not ready to unfold it yet. | bloody well wish I'd replied to her now, once at least, it 


wouldn't have done any harm. Well, too late now you old fool. 
| took a deep breath in and unfolded the pages. 


"Dear Adrian," it began. 

"So it rather looks as if I'm on the way out. Cancer. Bastard. The doctor says | can keep trying different 
treatments, but I'm tired and | want to go. Dragging this out isn't fair on Izzy and the boys, she can't get on 
with her life with me forever in the hospital. So *poof* I'm outta here! On to the next adventure. | hope they 


have loud music there." 
Here she'd started writing several times and scribbled it out. | tried to read what was there but it was hidden 


"That's the easy bit out of the way, the death bit. I've been telling everyone, I've got it down pat now. 

What's harder to put into a letter is the warmth and joy | feel in my life, that came from you. 

When you burst into my life that night, | was coasting, afraid to take a chance, thinking I'd better stay where | 
was, | had it pretty good after all, right? For a messed up kid. 

You didn't know but you changed me, made me see | could do more, be more, have more. And | have been 
doing! It all started with you, and London 

That's why | send you these little things, to show you what | am doing now having been inspired by you. 

| still love you, I've always loved you. | wish we could've worked out, been together now. Not to say | began and 
ended when our life together did, dont worry, you didn't ruin other men for me (ok, for a while you did - 
haha) but while we were together | renewed, and keep renewing, and adventuring and discovering having been lit 
up by you. 

You made such a wonderful difference to my life Adey. Your warmth and energy and your love, it really was 
the most wonderful gift you could've given me. | remember thinking that | couldn't believe my luck, this 
stunning young man, letting me share your life for even that brief time. | tried to be cool but inside | was a 


screaming ball of sunshine. And it's lasted. All these years. 


| came over to the shows in London. | was going to let you know, try to meet to tell you in person, but | 
decided to just enjoy the show. You're still so beautiful in person, thank you big screens! My favourite was 
River Runs Deep, that guitar, and your voice! Bruce is ok yeah, but | wish you'd sing more on your own 5) 


| wish | could jump up there with you guys as well. Oh to be bl again - haha. 


| think this will be the last letter. | feel wonderful, but | think this will be the last one. 
I've left the ring to Izzy. She loved you so much too. 


Did | tell you her boys are the latest generation of fans? Air guitar geniuses the pair of them. 


Enough rambling now from an old lady. 


I'm so glad to have had you in my life, and to see you on stage one more time, l'm one lucky." 


And that was it. No more. No more Jo. 
| picked up the phone. 


"Hey you." Nat's warm voice flooded my ear, and the tears came. 

"Adey, what's up? Are you crying? What's happened?" 

"Jo died" | wiped my nose on the back of my hand. 

"Oh god Adey, I'm so sorry. What happened? How did you find out?" 

‘Izzy wrote to me. It was cancer. She just found a letter Jo had started and wrote to tell me. | want to do 
something for her. what do you think? She's still so young and she's got the little boys." 
"Good idea, we'll get it sorted. 

Are you ok? Are you on your own?" 

" | don't know. l'm just in the room." | realised how alone | felt now. 

"Do you want me to come?" Oh god Nat, | love you so much. 

"Would you?" 

"l'Il be there tonight my love." 


We spoke a little longer, she made me laugh as usual, and then we said goodbye. She'd be there in time to 
meet me after the show. 


| sat back and then reached for my guitar. Maybe | could make up for never writing back, with a song. 


